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ashamed of producing anything perfect in its land, however
the kind may not be the highest, and his reviews are per-
fect in their way. I asked Stephen by what mental process
Macaulay had contrived to accumulate such boundless stores
of information, and how it was all so sorted and arranged in
his head that it was always producible at will. He said that
he had first of all the power of abstraction, of giving his
undivided attention to the book and the subject on which he
was occupied; then, as other men read by syllables or by
words, he had the faculty, acquired by use, of reading by
whole sentences, of swallowing, as it were, whole paragraphs
at once, and thus he infinitely abbreviated the mete me-
chanical part of study 5 that as an educated man would read
any number of pages much more quickly than au uneducated
man, so much more quickly would Macaulay road than any
ordinary man. Therefore it is first and foremost the power of
abstraction, that faculty of attention and of rendering up his
mind to the matter before him, which makes all his reading
profitable, and leaves nothing to be wasted and frittered
away. Then the acquired habit of devouring at a glance a
vast surface of print, so that, like the dragon of Wantley, to
whom
Houses and churches
Were like geese and turkeys,
he can discuss a Greek folio while an ordinary man is
dawdling or boggling over a pamphlet or a newspaper,
Nature has certainly cast the mind of Macaulay in a
different mould from that of common men* There is no
more comparison between his brain and such a one as mine
than between a hurdy-gurdy in the street and the great
organ at Haarlem j but it is probably not true that nature
has made all the difference or the greatest part of it. If the
hurdy-gurdy was kept in constant tune and the great instru-
ment was never played upon, and its barrels and tubes
allowed to grow rusty, the former would atlength discourse
the more eloquent music of the two. No care or cultivation
indeed could have made me what Macaulay is, but if ho had
wasted his time and frittered away his intellects as I have